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Ate LONG AGO, Codeine, Low and Slint 
Bi replaced the anger and amplification 
of American hard-core punk with 
slug-paced guitar riffs and varying 
volumes, creating a new subgenre, 

| “slowcore”. Indiana’s Ativin operate 
within what is now an established style, but bravely blur 
its borders. Their second album’s centrepiece, When the 
Sky Turns Clear, plays the delay-and-release game with 
an unprecedented commitment, Dan Burton and Chris 
Carothers’s harmonies circling the song’s vast empty 
wastes before a spectacularly tricky tempo change skewers 
the whole structure. Near North, essentially a drone that 
Kevin Duneman punctuates with dynamically reductive 
drumming, is utterly stunning. One could call Interiors 
“post-slowcore”, but that might scare you away from this 
rather special recording. There are cello and violas on it 
too. You like them, remember. SL 





Mark Edwards, Dan Cairns and Stewart Lee 
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in Love Again 
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4 HAVING honoured Fred Astaire’ s 

_ memory a couple of years ago, the 
American expat turns her attention to 

_ Richard Rodgers, backed as usual by a 
group featuring Jim Tomlinson’s 
feathery, Getz-like tenor. Kent’s 
selection leans heavily towards the bittersweet love songs 
of the Hart years, although she opens with an insouciant 
version of Shall We Dance and closes with a suitably 
dreamy Bali Ha’i. Hart’s Thou Swell comes out slow 
and sultry; Manhattan is a stroll in the sunshine. Kent’s 
girlish voice doesn’t always capture the full measure of 
pathos in the ballads, but when it comes to delivering 
songs for swinging lovers, she never misses a beat. 









DICK HYMAN & JOHN SHERIDAN ed 
Forgotten Dreams 
Arbors Jazz ARCD 19248 








@ ONE OF the best things about Woody 
“@@ Allen’s indifferent recent comedies has 

m been the lovingly detailed soundtracks, 
=” assembled by the pianist Dick Hyman. 
. Forgotten Dreams, a series of 1920s and 
e | 1930s duets with fellow pianist John 
Sheridati, includes pieces by the stride giant Willie “The 
Lion” Smith and the less familiar Zez Confrey: these may 
have been labelled “novelty piano” in their day, but the 
best of them are anything but ephemeral. In the Dark 
represents the pensive side of Bix Beiderbecke, while Bob 





| Zurke’s bluesy Southern Exposure dresses speakeasy 


rhythms in their Sunday finest for the parlour pianists. 


Clive Davis 


Record of the week 
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The Brown Room 
Cracked Analogue/Hut CDHUT73 
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A ROLLING, honky-tonk style of piano-playing is 
just one of the hallmarks of a deeply lovely debut 
album from this Liverpool-based solo artist. And if 
Rob Heron, who recorded The Brown Room ina 
makeshift home studio (no prizes for guessing its 
colour), has a weakness, it is that he fastens onto 
such jokey sonic devices and refuses to let go. So 
this ragtimey, old-joanna mainstay, which has 
underpinned past hits such as The Things We Do 
for Love, Killer Queen and a large part of Randy 
Newman’s oeuvre, here motors three out of the 

10 tracks on this unfashionably brief 30-minute 
album. In a similar vein, the Tannoy-tinny vocal 7 
effect that Paul McCariney deployed on both Lady 
Madonna and Yellow Submarine gets wheeled out 
a good five times. Thus, the album has all the 
strengths and drawbacks of a project carried out 
in solitary confinement, with no steadying hand 

on the tiller. Some have labelied the result 
Beck-lite — but a referential journey further back 
to Heron’s adopted city’s most famous sons is 
more instructive. For the Beatles, surely, perfected, 
perhaps even patented, the idea of the greedy, 
genre-hopping musical magpie — what eise is their 
White Album-period work but a restless solo and 
collective search into every nook and cranny of 
their artistic education and experience? Heron’s. 
debt to this defining period is loud and clear. The 
repetitive piano chug on the wonderfully splenetic 
Punk Muthaf***a is pure | Am the Walrus. The 
determined whimsy of Jukebox Saloon is Honey 
Pie Macca to a T. And the line “Clear all the mind 
from your doubt”, on the very Lucy in the Sky-like 
We Get High, is quintessential Lennon. Most 
gloriously, The Brown Room catches an artist as 
yet unaffected and overawed by big-budget 
commercial imperatives. The mistakes are left in, 
and only increase the sense of a musician with a lot 
to say, and in a hurry to say it: on the Bacharachian 
ilove lament, Every Little Thing, the fluffed keyboard 
lines remain, tipping an already sad song over into 
heartache. What a way to begin. DC 


